Faith
spread in the courtyard; at the door of each little cell, under
a dilapidated wooden colonnade, an earthen jar in a
wooden frame drips water-drops from its pointed base
into a bowl: and that is all their furniture, more or less.
They eke out a living by weaving black wool for tents,
staked out on the ground between the kilims; and meet
once a week for a " service of remembrance " when, out
of their poverty, they scrape each a fits (the fiftieth of a
shilling) and send it to the Shrine. Who are we to
criticize a faith that gives so much?
" God be their guide from camp to camp: God be their
shade from well to well;
God grant beneath the desert stars they hear the Prophet's
camel bell.
" And, son of Islam, it may be that thou shalt learn at
journey's end                                          f
Who walks thy garden eve on eve, and bows his head,
and calls thee Friend."                              ;